The moJllmentahleTra^e Jiff 

And now prepare your throafes, Lamnia come, ^ 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead. 

Let inc goc grindc theyr bones to powder finall. 

And witli this hatefull liquour temper if, 

And in that parte let t^eyr vile heads be bakt. 

Come, come, be euerj' one officius, 

To make this banket, which I wirti may prd^ 

More fterne and bloody than the Centaurs feaft. 

He cuts their throates. 

So now bring them in,for He play the Cooke, 

And fee them rcadie againrt theyr Mother comes. 

Sxeunt, 

Enter Luem, LMarctu, and the Gothet. 

Luciae. Vnckle Mar cm ^ fince tis my Fathers minde 
That I repaire to Rome, I am content. 

^oth. And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will. 
Lucim. Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous OJfffort, 
T his rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill. 

Let him receaue no fullnance, fetter him. 

Tell he be brought vnto the Emprerte face. 

For tertemonie of her fbule proceedings, 

And fee the Ambufh of our friendcs be rtrong, 

- / feare the Emperour meancs no good to vs. 

tJMoore. Some deuill whifper curfes in mine eare. 

And prompt me, that my tongue may vtter forth, 

The venemous mallice of my fvvelling hart. 

Lucim. Away inhumane dogge,vnhallowed flaue. 

Sirs, hclpc our vnckle to conuay him in. 

The trumpets fhevve the Emperour is at hand. 

i’ 

S eunA trumpets. Enter S mperour and £ mpreffe^TPith 
T ribunes and others. * - < . * 

King^ What hath the firmament moc funnes than one. i 






of Titus AnJronicuff, 

Laeitti’ What bootes it thee to call thy felfc a funne i 

Marcm. Romes Emperour and Nephew break theparlc, 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated. 

The feaft is ready which the carefull T itm. 

Hath ordainde to an honourable end, 

For peace,for loue, for league and good to Rome, 
pleafe you therefore draw nie and take your places. 

Empe, LMarcmv/cWi\l. 

Sound trumpets, enter Titus lik? <* Cooke^lacin^ the meate m 
the table, and Lauinia mth a voile oner her face. 

Titus. Welcora my gracious Lord, welcom dread Queent;, 
Welcome yce warlike Gothes, welcome Lucim, 

And welcome all although the cheere bee poore. 

Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you cate ofit. 

King. Why art thou thus attired Andronicus ? 

T itus. Becaufc I would be fure to haue all well. 

To entertainc your highnes and your Emprerte, 

Tam. We arc beholding.to you good eMhdrontcus. 

Titus. And if your highnes knew my hart you were. 

My Lord the Emperour refolue me this. 

Was it well doone of rafh Virginias 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe fhcc was enfbrrt, ftaindc, and deflowrde J 

King. Xtviis Andronicus. 

Titus. Your rcafbnmightke Lord. 

King. Bccaule the girle fhould not (uruiuc her rtiamCf 
And by her prefence rtill renue his fbrrowcs. 

T itus. A reafbn mighty, rtrong, and cffeftuall, 

A pattemc, prefident, and liuely warrant. 

For the moft wretched to performe the like. 

Die, die, Lauinia, and thy fhamc w'ith thee, 

And with thy fhamc thy Fathers fbrrow die. 

King. What haft thou dorie,vnnaturall and vnkinde, 

K2. ' Titus 



